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Amplified 


Author's Notes: 

This plot bunny was born after | just couldn't for the life of mine make out Cat's guitar the first time | was 
listening to Deathstars. Now | know that Cat just had major amp problems during the whole tour, and with my 
luck | kept choosing recordings from that tour, nevertheless bunny was born and | could write it or shoot it. | 


don't have bunny shot gun. Also it was supposed to be a drabble, but | fed it too much. 


Another show with their new guitarist, and it wasn't getting any better. This Cat kid was pathetic. Sure he was 
amusing to watch, for a while at least, but they were there to make music, not clowns out of themselves! 
Mostly at least. As much as he'd hate to do it, he'd have to look for another guitarist if this continued much 


longer. 


He really grew to like Cat, it was impossible not to like him, he'd eventually win everyone over despite being 
extremely annoying most of the time. He was just like a cat, you loved him even if you couldn't stand him. 
Unfortunately, Cat apparently forgot that he was supposed to be a guitarist here, not a model. Honestly 
speaking Nightmare couldn't blame him, he was young, easily influenced and most certainly confused by 
Whiplasher, who apparently preferred to play around with his new ‘toy’ than setting things straight with him. 


But they were in need of a guitarist. To play guitar. Not a good looking toy for Whip. Cat was most certainly 
capable of filling both of this positions; however, someone had to inform him what exactly was expected of 


him. 


As strange as it might seem, Nightmare didn't feel up to the job. He wasn't the one putting the wrong ideas in 
the boy's head and he didn't think he should be the one fixing it now. Why it always had to be him? It was 
Whip's fault, Whip's responsibility, he should be the one setting things straight with Cat now. Besides, the boy 
seemed to be listening only to Whip for some strange reason. The only problem was that Whip didn't seem to 
be seeing any problem at all. Again it was up to him to do something if he wanted Deathstars to continue, this 
was really getting old sometimes. He had no idea how he always ended up cleaning up everyone else's mess, yet 


he was doing it again This time he wasn't going to let Whip get out of it so easily. 


He decided that dressing room right before the show would be the best place to breach the subject; it wasn't 
like Whip could just ignore him and go somewhere else or get drunk, he'd have to listen for a while, even if not 


paying much attention 


"Hey Whip, | have to talk to you," he said as soon as they were alone in the room, Whip stuck in front of a 


mirror with his makeup case. 

If you must. What about?" Whip didn't seem interested in talking. 

"Cat. I'm worried about him." 

"Worried? Why? He's doing good. Besides, why are you talking to me? Shouldn't you be talking to him?" 


"Cat was your idea and it is your responsibility now, you should be the one talking to him" Nightmare had a 
fleeting impression that they were talking about real cat, it certainly sounded like talking about a pet Whip 
wanted for birthday, but refused to take care of once it was in the house. He shook his head trying to get rid 
of the strange thoughts, apparently everything in this band had to be surreal like that, how could he ever 
think it would be any other way? "I think you should talk to him right away, before things go too far." 


"What about?" Whiplasher said again. 


"About his place in the band. What exactly is his job description anyway? Because if it's only looking cute he's 
doing it great, if it includes playing guitar however." he trailed off, hoping it sounded meaningful enough and he 
won't have to strain himself to explain his point, it was perfectly obvious to anyone after alll Not to Whip 


obviously. 


"However what? What do you mean? The kid is great!" Whip didn’t even look once at his friend, too busy 
applying makeup. 


"How do you know?! Can you fucking hear him at all?!" Night was getting really irritated, he hated being ignored 
like that. "I can't fucking hear him half the time! Probably because he is constantly otherwise occupied! He 


plays decently only when it's his only chance to show off!" 


What irritated him the most was that Cat obviously could play, and he was damn good at it! When he was 
actually paying attention to his guitar that is. Such a waist of talent, and their time. 


"And you want me to do what exactly?" Whip was now busy applying glitter. 
"The kid is a fucking show off and you are not helping the matter!" 


Whip chuckled and finally turned to look at his friend. "I like showing off with him, its fun. | am not distracting 
him from playing if that's what you mean" 


Nightmare glared. "No, of course not. You humping him from behind is certainly not a distraction at all" His 


voice was dripping with sarcasm but it obviously didn't make any impression on Whiplasher. 
"Then | like distracting him," he grinned. 


"I thought it was about making music, but apparently | was mistaken" Night shook his head and pushed Whip 
out of the way to put on his own makeup. "Makeup, glitter, feather boas, pretty faces and showing off, tell me 
why do we still drag those instruments on stage then?" 


Whiplashed sighed and dropped down to the chair beside the mirror, sprawling on it, in the process bumping 
into Night, knocking off the glitter, and sending it flying in a sparkly cloud all around the room. 


Nightmare gritted his teeth, great, now he was as well covered in glitter head to toes. "Thank you," he hissed. 


"Glitter is not poisonous, you'll live," Whip informed him and brushed some off his pants. "Fine, so what do you 
want me to do? Change Cat's job description? | can do that, no problem. To ‘Looking cute, attracting chicks, and 
hitting the strings from time to time. Will that work? Consider it done, happy now?" 


"You're hopeless Whip!" Nightmare couldn't believe how his friend could be this thick headed; he didn't get it at 
alll "All you do is encouraging the neglect of his guitar! The kid needs to understand that he cannot be a guitar 
god without actually playing the damned guitar! And that's exactly what you're leading him to believe." 


Whip looked surprised. "Me? How is that my fault? | never said a word about guitar; | was under the 
impression Cat though he's a guitar god long time before he met any of us." 


"Exactly, you never said a word about guitar!" Night finished with his makeup and turned to his friend. He 
leaned on the table, careful not to sit in the glitter or knock of any more of the sparkling dust, it was hard to 
breathe in the room as it was. "It was you who cried out that you want him in the band before we even 
heard him play, it was you who didn't even let him finish the first tune after we insisted on hearing him after 
all, it was you who decided it's more important to get him stage clothes than for him to learn our songs! It 
was a miracle he at all knew what to play during the first gig!" 


Whip grinned. "No, he didn’t. He was terrible, but he looked good and no one noticed." 


Nightmare had the urge to bang his head on the wall - hard, but he realized that if he did, there would be no 
one playing guitar during the gig that night. Whip and Cat would be just prancing around the stage, showing off 
undisturbed, and there's only as much Skinny and Bone could do on their own 


"Exactly my point! He has wrong priorities, and I'm sorry if I'm getting an impression that it's all your doings!" 
"You overestimate me, he already came to us with those priorities, | just happen to find them amusing.” 


"Could you kindly amuse yourself with something else then? l'm really trying to make some music here. If | 
wanted a circus I'd start one, | certainly wouldn't bother with calling it a ‘band:." 


Whip sighed mournfully. "All right, all right, | get your point. | will try not to distract him too much.. I'll be 
humping him during the breaks," he grinned. 


"Why do | even bother?" Nightmare asked shaking his head. He pushed himself off the table and left the 
dressing room. There was no way to reason with his band mates, as always he'd have to take care of 
everything on his own He decided to just turn Cat's amp off that night, he wondered if any of them would 
actually notice. He strongly suspected they wouldn't. 


